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f< Why, no; I didn't say anything. Can't I even rais*
my eyebrows now ? "
11 So much the better. Yermakov is not against.
Ryabchikov will take over his mounted regiment for the
present. Mikhail Gregorich, write out the order, and then
get some sleep until dawn comes. And up again at si^
We'll go and see this general. I shall take four orderlies with
me."
Kopylov raised his eyebrows in astonishment:
<e What do you want all them for ? "
" For show!    After all, we're not nobodies, either, we
command a division/' Gregor laughed and shrugged his
shoulders, threw his greatcoat around his back, and went to
the door.
He lay down under the eaves of a shed, covering himself
with a horsecloth, not removing his boots or his greatcoat.
For a long time the orderlies were noisy in the yard ; some-
where close at hand horses snorted and chewed measuredl^
There was a scent of fresh dung-fuel and of earth not yet
cool after the heat of the day. Through his drowsiness
Gregor heard the orderlies* voices and laughter, and heard
one of them, a youngster, judging from his tones, saddle his
horse and declare with a sigh:
" Ah, brothers, I'm fed up ! Here it is midnight, and off
Fve got to ride with a packet. Never any sleep for us, 01
rest. . . . Oh, stand still, you devil! Your hoof, raise your
hoof I tell you ! "
And a second man with a muffled, frozen bass voice said
in an undertone ;                                                               ^
" We're fed up with you, soldiering, you've bored us stiff!
You've worn out all our good horses. . . ." His voice passed
into a pleading, hurried patter ! cf Pour us out some baccy
for a fag ! Oh, you're a fine friend ! You've forgotten the
Red Army boots I gave you when we were at Belyavin,
haven't you ? You swine ! Others would have remembered
me for ever because of those boots, but I can't even wheedle
baccy for a fag out of you ! "
The bit clattered and rattled against the horse's teeth.
The horse breathed long and deeply and trotted oS, it||
shoes clattering drily over the stonily hard, dry earthr
" They're all talking about the same thing.   We're fed up
with you, soldiering, you've bored us stiff! " Gregor mentalljfe